Smile 


Author: Satania 


Bands: Emperor, Mayhem 


Characters: Faust, Euronymous (Øystein Aarseth) 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Non-adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Mar Ob 2018 23:31:32 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 

| know that a lot of people who read Mayhem stories aren't particularly big fans of Øystein, so this might be a 
bit of a disappointing addition. Nonetheless, as I'm working on Biffno, | decided I'd post one of the completed 
stories | have. | quite like this one, and | *adore* this pairing, as screwed up as it sounds. | swear that this 
pairing is reall I'm not sure why | had this under ‘Smile’ it's probably an irony thing, | likely thought | was 
clever that way. | kept it as it was in my folders. I'd like to mention that Bard did actually say he was supposed 
to visit Øystein the night of the murder, and that whilst Bard said he ‘comforted’ him about it, Kjetil 
(Manheim) said he was laughing about it later. 


"Hey, is it alright if | come tomorrow moming instead of tonight? Practice was rough today, so | wanna take an 


early night." 
'Uh..yeah, sure, why not?" 


‘Cool, thanks, see you later." 


‘Bye, MI be waiting for you" 


Its not the sort of thing you ever expect will happen to you, which coming from me is probably a new level of 
hypocrisy. Whenever | feel particularly crappy about myself, | like to tell myself that | can get away with the 
retarded shit | do ‘cause l'm still just a kid. That's what Øystein used to convince me of at least, and he was 
real good at convincing you of stupid things. If he wanted to, he probably could've convinced me that moon was 


made of blue cheese. 

Maybe he's not all that good at convincing people, and maybe l'm just a fuckhead. | really liked the guy. 
Somehow, it felt.poetic, and, of course, ironic as fuck. 

It was like: 


Wow, they really loaded you on a stretcher and carried you off to a morgue. You used to live here, | used to 
room with you here, we used to walk on those stairs you were just killed on. You used to tell me my jokes 
were shit. 

You're gonna have a funeral, ‘cause you're dead. | was supposed to see you today, but you're dead now so | 
can't see you ever. | can't ever see you again. You were a bit of a shitty guy at the end of the day but man, | 
want to see you again | really want to fucking see you again, and have you tell me that my jokes suck and 


that l'm dumb. 
| wondered if it was karmic payback for what /ve done, but why would karma care about one Bard Eithun? 


| went to Tomas’ place afterwards to tell him what happened, and he was pretty pissed off about it. We were 
both freaked out because this meant the police would take our little ‘mafia' even more seriously too. We were 


going to go rot in prison cells. 


"Øysteins dead." Isn't something | ever expected to say, and | expected a lot of bad things, all in varying 
degrees of severity. 


| expected my mother to get pissed off at me for not doing my homework, | expected my first girlfriend to 
dump me, | expected my doctor to try to push medication on me after telling me | was depressed (| didn't take 
it), | expected the people | looked up to to let me down, | even expected to hear "Bard Guldvik Eithun you have 


been found guilty of first degree murder, and arson" somewhere in my lifetime. 


I's funny how one of the most natural things of all | hadn't anticipated, Dystein always seemed bigger than he 


really was. We used to joke about it too, he pissed so many people off that we'd kid around how someone, 


somewhere, was going to kill him for it. It sucks how right we were. 
At the end of the day, | knew he wasn't really a good guy anymore. | didn’t like a lot of the things he did. 


| met him when | was thirteen, and back then he was like my big brother. He changed, and | still thought | liked 
him. ‘Cause | did, | liked him a lot. | swore I'd fuck up whoever did this to him, even though eventually it was 
sort of moot, all ‘cause | liked Øystein a lot. 


He became colder before he croaked. He used to be a nicer guy. He eventually went around laughing about how 
| killed someone, which | never confronted him about but found ironic. He had a miniature freak-out when | 


first told him. 
"What the fuck do you mean you killed someone, Bard?!" He screamed at me. 
"Cut it out!" | snapped, “Exactly what it sounds like!" | leaned further in the armchair and twiddled my thumbs. 


"Look, I'm thinking of just going and telling the cops, | don't think | can get away with it" | admitted to him, the 
anxiety was becoming unbearable. Each time | heard a police siren pass Helvete or my flat | thought that they 


were finally coming to get me. 


| honestly expected Øystein to be cool with it but he wasn't, we ended up having one of our only real, major 
arguments (the last one was when | was fifteen and accidentally broke one of his treasured ‘electronica’ 


records) 


"What's the fucking deal? You still have the others helping you run Helvete!" | scoffed. | stood up to leave when 
he grabbed my wrist. 


"Its not about that you fucking moron," Øystein said in this really low voice, "Have you considered that maybe | 
just don't want to lose you? Sit down and approach this rationally.” 


He forced me to stay on the couch with him, and asked me to tell him everything. He didn't let go of my wrist, 
actually, we ended up holding hands. To me it kind of helped, | felt a little better holding onto something, | felt a 
little less unsteady. Of course a few months later he didn't care anymore and thought it fucking hilarious but 
still. 


| always wondered why he became like that, to be honest | hoped he'd open up to me, since I'm me. 
There were times when he did, sometimes he just seemed tired, sad, and aged, and he'd let me put a hand on 
his back and make him a hot drink. We didn't talk much, and he never told me what was bothering him, but it 


was closer than most people came to making sense out of this guy. 


"You're fucking great, Bard. Don't let anyone tell you you're not" He told me once, leaning up to mess my hair. 


| kinda thought it was that cheesy feel-good sort of crap you see in John Hughes movies, but | thanked him 
anyway and thought to myself: 


‘Yeah.yeah, | am pretty fucking great: 

‘But Im not lke you though, youre fucking amazing: | wanted to say. | would've meant it if | did. Its true. | 
thought he was really really fucking amazing, even when he did things that weren't so cool or even extremely 
uncool, Øystein was, and always will be, amazing to me. 

Before going to Tomas’, | just stood there looking at the yellow police tape for twenty minutes until one of the 
officers asked me if | needed something. | shook my head and said no, that | was just curious, and he told me 
to scram. It felt like a close call 

It replayed in my mind like a broken record: 

You're dead, you're dead, you're fucking dead. There's a trail of your blood on the ground. You didn't kil 
yourself or fall down a flight of stairs, someone killed you. They killed you last night, when | was supposed to 
be over at your place. They killed you. You're gone. I'm never going to see you again It's only been five minutes 
and | already miss you like crazy. | miss you like crazy. / miss you like fucking crazy. 


There was always an ice wall between us, but now it's unbreakable.. 


You told me you were waiting for me in that sad voice of yours, and | guess now l'm waiting too. 


